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Summary: If you betray a man like Harold Attinger, leader of the 
covert operation Cemetery Wind you better hope he doesn't catch you. 
Lexi, his illegitimate daughter knew this better than anyone. With 
stolen secret information, Lexi sets out on her own mission to find 
Optimus Prime and makes an unexpected ally along the way. Takes place 
during AOE . Sprocket /Lexi . Sprockets a G1 Transformer. 


1 . Chapter 1 
**Far From Home** 

If I die today I'm so gonna come back as a vengeful spirit and haunt 
the weather man! Sunny my left ass cheek! I slogged my way through 
the sheets of rain, barely able to see more than a few feet in front 
of me. It left me all sorts of paranoid. Of course being shot 
probably had more to do with the paranoia than the onslaught of rain. 
It was just a flesh wound but it still hurt like the blazes. I needed 
to find a spot to lay low and check out the wound more 
thoroughly . 

In my right hand I held my trusty Firestar 9mm, Gladys. Some women 
name their tits, I name my weapons. Hey if you sound crazy enough 
then most people leave you the hell alone. Usually anyway. So in my 
right I held Gladys while my left grasped at the wound in my thigh. 
Ever step sent hot jolts of pain through my leg forcing me to slow my 
pace, which was a very bad thing. It made me easy prey, so my best 
chance was to find a spot to hunker down in for a short time. 

My gaze scanned the wreckage of what was once a thriving city. The 
Decepticon's had burned most of it to ash, nothing left but skeletons 
of cars, hollowed out buildings and dead earth. Its been abandoned 
for years and I'd come here in the hopes of hiding out but what I got 
instead was a bullet. Of course that was kind of my fault. Note to 
self: when betraying someone like Harold Attinger make sure to toss 
your cellphone first. Such a rookie mistake. Lesson learned, now I 
only hoped I wouldn't die before I accomplished my goal. I had to 



find Optimus Prime. 


The rain pelted my back and saturated my clothes but I trudged on, 
trying to keep my wits about me. My leg spasmed and I landed hard on 
the concrete, taking a deep breath I tried to lean all my weight on 
my right leg. Everything was going numb now, not just my leg but my 
senses as well. I'd taken quite a beating only hours before the gun 
shot, adrenaline can only keep you mobile for so long. Eventually you 
run out of fuel and your body tries to give out before your ready. I 
couldn't keep going at this pace, I had to find a place to hole 
up . 

With a trained eye, I scanned the the area a second time then blinked 
in surprise, noticing what looked like a partially covered entrance 
to an underground garage. With gritted teeth and a whole lot of 
swearing I pushed myself back up and literally dragged my ass over to 
the entrance. There was a sign half buried in rubble that stated this 
was a single entrance and exit parking area. The rain would erase any 
blood trail I left behind but if I was found down there then I ' d be 
trapped with no place to run. Then I ' d be dead and I could rot away 
down there for years without anyone knowing. Pleasant thought 
right ? 

Thunder clapped over head making me jump. For now I'd have to take 
that chance. Carefully I made my way around the large slabs of 
concrete that had broken away from the walls during the battle all 
those years ago. The place was on the verge of collapsing but as long 
as I didn't do anything stupid then it probably wouldn't crush me. 
Maybe. Better not sneeze just to be on the safe side. 

Even with the rain, the outside air had been humid but underground it 
was cooler, not cold but cool enough that my soaked skin sprouted 
goose flesh. On top of that it was nearly pitch black, my eyes were 
slowly adjusting but it would be difficult to navigate. An old fear 
wormed its way into my gut. Being afraid of the dark at my age was 
foolish I know but I'd never gotten over the childlike fear. Placing 
my back to the wall I descended down into the garage, praying that my 
life wouldn't end like a bimbo blonde in a B-horror movie. 

Further down stray bands of light filtered in through the cracks and 
holes in the foundation, enough that I could now make out graffitied 
walls and scattered debris. The graffiti ranged anywhere from gang 
tags to beautiful murals. It was interesting enough to keep my mind 
off the fact that I'd lost most of the feeling in my leg. Definitely 
not a good sign. 

By the time I limped my way down the circular ramp I found myself 
wishing Jason or the Blob would finish me off. Before I could fall to 
pieces and be on the next episode CSI my gaze happened upon something 
curios. I squinted hard against the darkness and felt my heart lurch 
itself into my throat. A large dark vehicle was parked not thirty 
feet from where I sagged against a wall. 

_Dear god I was so just kidding about the CSI thing! _I thought, 
panic inching its way towards hysteria. I sank back into deeper 
shadows, hoping I hadn't been spotted. Either the car was abandoned 
or I walked right into some sort of shady deal. With Gladys in hand I 
stayed crouched, awash with a new wave adrenaline. My eye's searched 
the surrounding shadows but I didn't detect any movement, nor could I 
hear any sound other than my own galloping heart beat. 



Staying crouched in such an awkward position with a bullet wound 
takes a certain type of patients only obtained through strict 
training. Learning to ignore pain and fear gave me the ability to 
think clearly even in the worst situations. Instead of jumping in a 
bounce castle on my sixth birthday I'd been given my first gun and by 
the time I was fourteen I could take down a grown man. The training 
came in handy I'll admit but I'm still bitter about the whole bounce 
castle thing. 

In my head I counted out three hundred seconds, that's five minutes 
and still there was no movement. Exhaling through clenched teeth I 
slowly made my way towards the car. If it was abandoned it could be a 
means of escape but I am rarely that lucky. Plus the closer I got to 
the vehicle, the more I doubted it had been left here on purpose. It 
was a Hummer not sure what model but definitely a Hummer. I crouched 
beside the rear wheel base for a second, taking a breath and 
listening again. Slowly I pushed myself up, biting back the flare of 
pain. The interior was dark but there wasn't anything or anyone 
inside. I kept my gun trained anyway as I quietly checked the 
passenger side door and found it locked. My feet made no sound as I 
tiptoed around the large black vehicle and checked every door, 
finding it was locked up tight. 

"Damn." I breathed, sliding down the side of the Hummer. I sagged 
heavily against the giant tire and tilted my head back, trying to 
think through my situation. What I needed was a break and a fucking 
nap. This pace would kill me. With only the Firestar, two spare 
magazines and a switchblade things were looking pretty grim. The 
prepped GO Bag I'd prepared was left behind in my apartment, along 
with my other weapons. I'd underestimated Kyle and he'd caught me off 
guard. He'd been determined to stop me, to turn me over to Attinger 
but he'd underestimated me too. 

A shiver raced up my spine, a combination of soaked clothes, blood 
loss and the cool air of the underground parking area. I checked on 
the hole in my leg and grimaced, blood still oozed from the wound, 
staining the grey fatigue pants an ugly shade of crimson. I unhooked 
the belt around my waist and wrapped it tight around my upper thigh. 
It would slow the loss of blood and it was the best I could do for 
now . 

My eyes drifted down and for a brief second I almost allowed myself 
to fall asleep. Almost. I forced my eyes back open and used the 
Hummer to help get me to my feet. Falling asleep now would insure my 
death. With a mental shake I dragged myself up and leaned against the 
cool hood. 

I ran a thumb over the butt of my gun then glanced at the driver side 
window. It would make a lot of noise but if I broke the window I 
could probably hot wire the Hummer. Assuming it would start that is. 
My gaze slid over the vehicles sleek build and I found myself 
frowning as an insane thought wiggled its way free. I ran my fingers 
through the thin layer of dust on the hood. Instincts are a handy 
thing but they can also be really fucking confusing. Something about 
this vehicle was setting off all sorts of alarm bells in my 
mind . 


There should be more dust . . . 



The first battle with Megatron took place eight years ago, if the 
Hummer has been here this whole time there should be more dust. My 
gaze traveled over the vehicle again and I felt the hairs on the back 
of my neck stand up. The type of feeling you get when you know your 
being watched and I took an automatic step back from the Hummer. I'd 
been in the fire fight during the battle of Chicago but I've never 
dealt with an Autobot or a Decepticon in person. However in the past 
five years I've studied them at great length. The files I'd stolen 
were back in the apartment but the only Autobot who ' s alt mode was a 
Hummer was the CMO, Ratchet. Then again the Autobot ' s and Con's could 
change their alt mode with a simply scan of a different car. 

I shook my head and took another step away. _This is crazy! There's 
no way this is an Autobot?! __My eye's flicked back over the car and 
again I got that strange feeling of being watched. _It ' s crazy right? 


Blowing out a breath, I steeled my resolve. My instincts were never 
wrong. So what does one say to an Autobot in hiding to get them to 
trust you and not squish you? 

"Hello?" Lame! Ugh of all the cool things I could've said I chose 
'hello ' . 

Rolling my eyes at myself I tried again, this time I closed the 
distance between us and laid a hand on the hood. "You shouldn't be 
here . " 

Nothing . 

"Listen," I hesitated for a second, feeling at a loss, "I know you're 
an Autobot." Of course I didn't but he didn't know that and there was 
still the chance that I was crazy and just talking to a normal car. 
"Please hear me out. I- I need your help. I have to find Optimus 
Prime . " 

Still nothing. 

Desperation crept into my voice as spoke in whispering tones. "You're 
an Autobot. I get it. You have no reason to trust me but I really do 
need your help." 

The Hummer sat quiet and un-moving, making no indication what-so-ever 
that he was anything but a normal car. I couldn't blame him, not when 
I personally knew the monsters hunting his kind so brutally. In fact 
I knew to much. Now at age twenty-three I was on the run from the 
same men who sought to destroy all alien life, including the one's 
who ' d fought beside us as brothers in arms. If I didn't warn Optimus 
and the Autobot ' s about Cemetery Wind they'd continue to get picked 
off one by one. The only way to stop this madness was to find proof 
of it and make sure every human in the world became aware of this 
heinous crime. 

The back of my head thumped against the wheel well, I'd lost the 
ability to stand and slumped back down to the concrete. The .22 had 
ripped a whole clean through the flesh, leaving it messy and ugly but 
if I got help soon I ' d be fine. Lucky for me Kyle was a shitty shot, 
although it was entirely possible that he'd missed the kill shot on 
purpose. Considering his loyalty to Attinger and his twisted cause I 
somehow doubted it though. 



_Unless Attinger wanted me alive. _Now there's a terrifying 
thought . 

"You guys are really hard to find." I mumbled. My eye lids felt so 
heavy, I'd give anything to close them. I grasped my wound and 
squeezed, pain flared hot and I bit back a strangled cry. It hurt. 

God it fucking hurt but the pain woke me back up. "You have to 
leave." I said through clenched teeth. "The goons that are after you, 
came after me too. One of them followed me and it won't be long 
before he figures out where I'm hiding. I don't want him to find 
you . " 

This was an Autobot . I was sure of it. No idea why but it just felt 
right. The silence of the garage was almost deafening, broken only by 
the raspy sound of my breathing. 

"I'm not giving up you." I said between breaths. "Ignore me all you 
want but at least listen to what I have to say. The information I 
have is vital to you and your kin-" My next words died on my tongue 
as awareness stalked its way up my spine and kicked me right in the 
cerebral cortex. With conscious effort I steadied my breathing and 
focused all my senses on the dark garage. 

I closed my eye's and focused on listening, while keeping a firm grip 
on Gladys. After an intense few seconds I heard it. The softest 
scrape of a shoe against concrete. Opening my eyes I tilted my head 
back and looked up at the Hummer and whispered, "D-don't leave me 
alone okay?" 

A moment later I heard the hammer of a revolver being drawn back. I 
swallowed thickly, terrified that I'd just made the last mistake I 
will ever make. 

"Lexi . " 

It was Kyle. I shut my eye's briefly, body tensing in preparation for 
a fight. 

"Toss your weapon and come out from behind the car." 

I cracked my eye's back open. Kyle didn't know this vehicle was an 
Autobot, meaning his team hadn't arrived yet. Without the right 
equipment it was nearly impossible to tell on sight the difference 
between an alt mode and an actual car. 

_If I can somehow lead him away... _With that thought in mind I 
wrestled my way back up, once again using the Hummer for stability. 

If I could save even one Autobot then it was worth it to me. I'd gone 
into this mission knowing full well I wouldn't make it through alive. 
I only wish I could've spoken to Optimus first before my inevitable 
demise . 

Kyle's face was hidden in shadow but I could very clearly see the .22 
aimed at my chest. I raised the Firestar and cautiously made my way 
around the vehicle so that I was standing in front of it. The Hummer 
isn't exactly easy to miss but Kyle was so focused on me and Gladys 
that he didn't give the big vehicle a second glance. 

"Toss it Lexi. I don't want to have to kill you." 



"Our earlier confrontation kind of says otherwise don't you 
think?" 

He took a step forward and the shadows drew back from his face. 

Kyle's brown eye's flicked to the wound in my leg before returning to 
my face. In that brief moment I could've shot him but I couldn't 
bring myself to pull the trigger and end his life. Silly since he had 
no qualms about taking mine. 

"My orders are to bring you back alive." 

Meaning he purposely missed the kill shot earlier. Surprising but not 
entirely so, considering who gave the order. Attinger wasn't exactly 
the forgiving type. I smiled sadly at Kyle, memories of us together 
whirled like an emotional hurricane in my head. "Orders, " I choked, 
"Kyle you and I both know the moment you take me back I'm dead 
anyway . " 

His scowl deepened, "he'll forgive you Lexi . " 

A bark of humorless laughter erupted from my throat. "It's so sad 
that you believe that." My smile vanished and my voice deadpanned. 
"Kyle he will kill me but first he will make me suffer for my 
betrayal. You know this." 

"Shut up Lexi!" He slowly walked in my direction. "Drop your gun and 
I swear I'll protect you but I have to take you in." 

"What your doing is wrong Kyle!" I shouted, hot tears streaming down 
my face. 

He stopped and a look of pure disgust twisted his boyish features. 
"They're monsters Lexi. I thought you of all people could recognize 
monsters . " 

I swallowed the lump in my throat and forced my eye's to grow cold. 
"Yes I do recognize monsters." 

Anger lit his brown eyes and the gun in his hand raised just a hair 
for the kill shot. Whether or not he intended to take it I didn't 
know because in that same moment the Hummer behind me transformed and 
I found myself suddenly in the servo of a giant mech. I registered 
the look of sheer surprise on Kyle's face just before the mech 
transformer back into his alt mode and peeled out of the parking 
area. Bullets pinged off the back end of the Hummer as we roared up 
the circular ramp. I wasn't worried though. A .22 couldn't tear 
through the armored plating of a Transformer like it could human 
flesh . 

"Don't make me regret this fleshbite!" A masculine voice growled, 
echoing throughout the interior of the car. We smashed through slabs 
of concrete near the exit, swerving hard as the right front tire went 
up and over a particularly large chunk. The sun had set and rain 
still poured down like it was on a mission to drown the world. The 
darkness in front of us was blanket thick, even with the headlights 
on it made very little difference. Apparently an Autobot had much 
better vision than a human because the bot drove around the rubble 
with ease. 



Light flooded the interior of the car, if there was a helicopter 
already on us we were so dead. A quick scan outside the windows 
revealed no helicopters or any another vehicles for that matter. 
Kyle's SUV must be equipped with a spot light and the bastard was 
gaining on us. Bullets pinged off the Hummer and I laid down in the 
seat out of reflex. If Kyle hadn't called for backup before he sure 
as shit did the moment the mech exposed himself. I checked Gladys's 
clip then slammed it home. 

"Okay hears the plan you keep driving and I'll take out his tires. 
We've got about seven minutes before the full force of Cemetery Wind 
is on us." I tried the window control but it refused to roll down. 

The Hummer came to a sudden stop and I nearly brained myself on the 
dash. "What are you doing?!" 

"Frag it all to the pit! You don't just take out the enemy's tires. 
You take his head off!" The masculine voice growled, lowly. The growl 
rumbled through the seats and I shivered in response to its 
ferocity . 

My heart squeezed at the thought of watching Kyle die. Eye's wide and 
a little panicked I said, "No don't kill him! Just go! Please I'll 
explain later!" 

For one heart stopping second I thought he was going to ignore me and 
kill Kyle. The SUV was almost right on top of us when the Hummer 
suddenly jumped back into gear and we were flying down the road once 
again. "You better not be playing me fleshbite! Try anything funny 
and I'll fraggin' send you to the pit in pieces!" The bot snarled, 
his voice dark and smokey, filled with barely restrained 
violence . 

"Right because this is so much fun!" I snapped back. "Now roll down 
your damn window!" 

The window slid down while I wrapped the seat belt awkwardly around 
my waist. I shimmied my way onto the edge, the wind and rain stinging 
my face and eye's. The angle was off but I fought to stay balanced as 
I slid my butt just a little further out. I raised the Firestar and 
the shot went wild as the SUV surged forward and bumped the rear of 
the Hummer. 

"Fuck!" I lost my grip and would've been road kill if hand hadn't 
shot out and grabbed the front of my tank. Adrenaline hammered 
through my veins so hard I couldn't hear the wind anymore. The hand 
steadied me and I chanced a peeked back inside the cab. In the driver 
seat a holoform's blue optics met my wide surprised gaze. 

I gave him a quick nod of thanks before leaning back out the window. 
His hand stayed gripped in my tank and I was grateful for it. Taking 
a breath I squinted against the wind and the rain, forcing my body 
and mind to calm down. I aimed the Firestar again and this time the 
shot hit home and took out the spot light. The SUV swerved slightly 
but then Kyle leaned out his own window and aimed at me. He fired 
twice and missed both times but the third shot managed to graze my 
left cheek, I flinched but didn't cry out. I focused my own weapon on 
his front tires and fired several rounds. The right one blew and the 
SUV swerved hard, forcing Kyle back into the car. I watched with 
baited breath for a second and smiled when the SUV slowed to a 
stop . 



Carefully I climbed back inside the Hummer and the holoform released 
his grip on my tank. His blue optics flicked to the rear view and his 
lip curled in disgust. And I knew right then and there that this bot 
had a taste for violence. He wanted Kyle dead and it probably took 
every ounce of restraint he had not to turn around and finish him 
off. Dangerous blue optics flashed in my direction and he didn't 
bother trying to hide the resentment and animosity he felt. 

Fear gripped my heart and I wondered if I was safe with this 
particular Autobot . He must have sensed this because his scowl 
deepened and he quickly looked away. We lapsed into an uncomfortable 
silence but it gave me time to gather my thoughts and my courage. I'd 
played several scenarios in my head about how my first meeting with 
an Autobot might go down but known of them were quite like this. 

In my periphery I couldn't help but stare at the holoform. I'd never 
seen one before. He looked and felt so... so human. 

"We should stay off the main roads." I decided to break the silence. 
Beside 's the adrenaline was wearing off and the pain was coming back. 
"Also turn off your lights if you can see without them." 

The interior lights went out and we were plunged into darkness. I 
pressed myself into the seat, pulling my knees to my chest. The heavy 
rain tapped loudly against the metal of the Hummer. Thunder cracked 
over head and lightening would briefly light up the road. How he 
managed to maneuver in such conditions I didn't know but I was glad 
he could. 

"How did you know?" 

The sound of his voice startled me and I flinched. I felt more than 
saw his gaze come to rest on me, causing me to fidget. If I focused 
hard enough I could just make out his silhouette in the dark. "Know 
what ? " 

"That I'm an Autobot." He clarified, his voice softer than it had 
been . 

"Process of elimination." The weight of his gaze was making me really 
uncomfortable. Again he must have sensed my unease because he turned 
away and I felt like I could breath again. "It just seemed strange 
that a Hummer would be parked in that garage. This whole area was 
decimated by the first wave of the war with Megatron. Human's don't 
come here, to many bad memories. It's a good place to hide out, which 
is why I ended up out here. Gut instinct played a role in it too. 

Plus if you'd been a Decepticon you would've simply killed me on 
sight . " 

I felt his optics on me again but this time I didn't squirm away. 

"And the meat bag following you? Who's he?" 

"That's Kyle." I heaved a sigh and ran a shaky hand through my long 
red locks, pulling roughly at the tangles. "He works for a faction of 
the CIA called Cemetery Wind and they're the one's hunting you and 
your kin . " 


He growled and it was a very inhuman sound. My fingers gripped Gladys 
a little harder as I tried my damnedest not to shrink away. 



"Why should I trust you?! Or believe anything you say fleshbite?!" He 
growled, voice low with the threat of violence just beneath its icy 
surface . 

That was a damn good question. One of which I had no answer for. Not 
a good one anyway. Human's were picking his kind off one by one, so 
he had more reason to kill me than to trust me. The only thing I 
could do is answer him honestly and hope like hell he'd give me a 
chance . 

I blew out a breath, "Okay where to start-" 

"Try the beginning!" He snapped. 

Out of reflex I closed my eye's. The edge in his voice and the 
ferocity of this Autobot was intense. I'd learned how to deal with 
intense, scary human men but this Autobot reached a whole new level 
of terrifying that I wasn't sure I could muster enough fake bravado 
for. I could put on a brave face and pretend it didn't bother me but 
in the end we _both_ knew I was afraid of him. So I was under no 
delusions when it came to my current situation. If he decided I was a 
threat or a waste of time he'd kill me. 

I licked my lips and dove right into the thick of it. "Okay like I 
said Cemetery Wind is a faction dedicated to wiping out your race. 

You must understand that this is a very small group of human's. It's 
a covert operation that is not sanctioned by the government but by 
one man on a witch hunt. Because of this man's position it'll be 
really hard to prove what he's doing to the Autobot ' s because he can 
classify his missions with big scary words like 'Acts of Terrorism'. 
Anyway the faction is a tight knit group. Cemetery Wind is such a 
closely guarded secret that its on nobodies radar. Not even the 
President knows of its existence which is a real problem." 

"If its so closely guarded then how do you know about it?" 

"Because the only people who know it exist are either dead or they're 
in it 

The Hummer slammed on the breaks and I began to fly forward, the 
world twisted around me and before my brain could catch up I found 
myself in the grip of a very large, very pissed off mech. His servo 
flexed around me, squeezing just enough to constrict my 
movements . 

"So this was a set up?!" He growled, his battle helm slammed down 
over his face and he squeezed me just a little bit harder. The mech 
scanned the darkness for enemies. "Were you leading me to the 
slaughter? ! " Enraged blue optics glared down at me and his grip 
tightened again. The sound of a weapon charging had me going wide 
eyed. He raised his other servo and a canon in his forearm glowed and 
crackled, aimed solidly at my skull. 

"Wait! I'm not part of- ack ! Shit I can't breath!" I wheezed, 
struggling fruitlessly against his hold. The Firestar had dropped 
somewhere on the ground, not that it would've done me much good 
anyway. Panicked I met his angry blue optics, holding them as I 
struggled to breath. "Please." I coughed. "Let me go." 



He blinked as if his mind was coming back from some dark, empty 
place. To my relief he loosened his grip enough that I could breath. 
Greedily I sucked in air, coughing as I did so. "I'm not part of the 
group but I was being groomed to join it." His servo flexed around me 
again and I put up my hands in a placating manner. "Easy big guy I'm 
speaking in the past tense here. I never wanted to be apart of this 
madness but I stayed close to the source of information for the sole 
purpose of gathering evidence. The longer I pretended to be apart of 
it the more intell I managed to gather. Unfortunately I got caught 
and now every form of law enforcement is after me under the false 
accusations of treason which means no one will listen to me. I felt 
my only option was to go into hiding and try to find Optimus 
Prime . " 

"Then why not simply kill the meat bag back there when we had the 
chance?" He asked, distrust evident in his voice and in the way he 
held me. All he had to do was squeeze. 

I heaved a weary sigh. "Because he's my brother." 

The mech seemed taken aback by this information. Apparently a brother 
was something he could relate to. "Your brother? Then why would he 
try to kill you?" 

"Because he'd rather see me dead than disappoint our _father_. " Even 
referring to the man as a parent left a sour taste in my mouth. 

His brow ridge drew down, I think disturbed by what I'd said. The 
mech crouched and set me on the ground which had me raising my brows 
in surprise but I wasn't about to complain. Apparently I finally had 
his full attention so I pressed on. It pained me to put it into words 
but holding anything back at this point would dissolve this tiny 
sliver of trust. "My father is Harold Attinger and he is the head of 
Cemetery Wind." 

He pursed his lips, face troubled. "If what you say is true then why 
risk your life and your families wrath for my kind?" 

"Family," I snorted, wrapping my arms around myself. I ignored the 
way the muscle in my leg twitched and the way the wound protested 
against holding my weight up. "Harold Attinger doesn't have family he 
has pawns." I spotted the Firestar a few feet away and limped over to 
it. "Every one deserves a home." My finger smoothed over the metal, 
wiping away the mud. I stared at the gun, lost in my own frenzied 
emotions. "Why should that be any different for you and yours?" 

I glanced over my shoulder meeting his gaze, letting him see the raw 
emotion. His blue optics held my gaze for several seconds before he 
suddenly transformed back down to his alt mode. A water smile tugged 
at my lips as the passenger door swung open. 

"Let's go fleshb- femme." He said, sounding a lot less growly. 

With a grateful nod I climbed back into the tall Hummer and tucked 
the gun into the holster at the small of my back. The holoform 
appeared in the drivers seat and the big vehicle surged forward 
again, unfazed by the rain or darkness. We lapsed back into silence 
but this time without the tension or the weirdness. My eye's grew 
accustomed to the dark and I could make out the holoform' s 
distinctive features. Whether or not he chose the appearance of his 



holoform I didn't know but it resembled the giant mech in every way, 
except for the blonde hair that is. The Hummer was a solid black with 
orange flares but the holoform was blonde. He could've stepped right 
out of the age of vikings. He was tall and heavily muscled with blue 
optics that raged like an unrelenting storm. Even though his face was 
set in hard lines of anger he was still difficult not to stare at. 

The holoform glanced in my direction catching my eyes briefly before 
I forced my gaze away. 

I ran a hand down my face and stilled as my finger tips touched the 
wound on my cheek. Kyle's bullet had only grazed me but it still gave 
me a chill to think how close I'd come to eating a bullet. The blood 
on my cheek was tacky and felt gross. I lifted my tank, licking the 
fabric then raised it to my cheek to scrub the blood and dirt 
away . 

"Your brother do that too?" 

I blinked and turned to look at him. The holoform inclined his head 
towards the bruises littering my rib cage. 

"Yeah." I dropped the tank, covering the dark purple splotches 
blooming across my skin. "Kyle was always the better fighter but I'm 
the better shot . " 

It got quiet again and I fidgeted in my seat, feeling anxious. 
Unconsciously I rubbed the wound on my leg as I watched the rain hit 
the window. 

"Lexi?" 

My pulse jumped at the sound of my name and I tilted my head in his 
direction . 

"It is your name isn't it?" 

I nodded. "How about you?" 

He turned his face away, optics focusing on the road. When he didn't 
say anything I turned my own gaze back towards the window. The rain 
had let up and the visibility was better but still far to dark for 
any human to try and drive without light. 

"It's Sprocket." He said, quietly as if he wasn't pleased that he'd 
told me. 

My face pinched in curiosity and confusion. "Sprocket? I wasn't aware 
that there were any Autobot ' s by that name? So either you're a late 
arrival to Earth or you've kept a very low profile." 

He exhaled a sigh through his nose and shocked me with a subtle 
smirk. "I find your perception annoying." 

I smiled, a little proud that I'd managed to surprise him. "So which 
is it?" 

The smirk vanished and the scowl returned. "I arrived shortly after 
the treaty dissolved between the humans and the Autobot ’s." 

My own smile disappeared and my body acted of it's own accord. I 



reached out a hand and gently squeezed his forearm, the muscle jumped 
beneath my fingers but he didn't pull away. "I'm sorry." 

_What a cruel twist of fate to have traveled so far, thinking that 
you found a place to call home only to be forced into hiding upon 
arrival. __The thought disgusted me. 

He glanced down at my hand, unsure what he was suppose to do then 
back to the road. I pulled away and tucked my hands under my butt 
since they couldn't behave. Sprocket wasn't human so I shouldn't 
assume he'd understand human behavior or how to respond to it. The 
Transformers were a race of sentient beings, living robots. They 
lived in an entirely different set of rules and traditions. It would 
be best if I didn't forget that. I'd seen them capable of great 
compassion and deep bonds with humans but I'd also seen what they're 
capable of when crossed. 

Lost in my thoughts I unconsciously ran a hand over my wounded thigh 
and blinked in surprise when my fingers touched fresh blood. I stared 
down at it and could see the dark stain on my pant leg was growing. 
"Okay so urn... we have I problem." 

Sprocket looked over at me then down at my leg. His already furrowed 
brow, drew down further. "Just give me the rest of the information 
and I'll drop you off-" 

"No way!" I snapped, heart picking up its pace again. "You can't just 
leave me alone!" I pointed at my face. "Nice-big-shiny target here. 
I'd rather go down fighting with you and the rest of the 
Autobot ' s . " 

His face darkened and the growl returned to his voice. "You're not a 
warrior. You're a human femme and I won't be responsible for protect 
you . " 

I scowled. "I'm not asking you to protect me. And your right. I'm not 
a warrior but I have a unique set of talents and information that 
will give you guys a fighting chance . " My face softened and I stared 
at his face, forcing him to meet my gaze. "Please don't leave me 
behind . " 

His jaw worked as he ground his teeth, clearly struggling with his 
own internal battle. "Fine!" He roared, body taught with anger. 
"Primus your annoying. Let's get one thing straight femme as of right 
now consider yourself a prisoner." The locks on the doors clicked 
into place. "If you hinder me in anyway or slow me down I'll blow you 
away myself ! " 

_Prisoner? _It made a twisted kind of sense. He probably just needed 
a reason to justify to himself why he was helping me. Really it was 
such a male-macho-weird thing to say that I couldn't help but smirk. 
Guess male ego's are the same no matter what the species. 

"Deal." I bit back an insane giggle and he looked over at me like I 
was absolutely nuts. I probably was but at the moment all I could do 
was grin that he'd relented. "Okay we've gotta make a stop." I raised 
a brow at him. "Unless you want me to bleed all over your 
interior?" 


He didn't appear disgusted by this just mildly annoyed. "Fine. 



Where? " 


I gave him the address of the only other human I trusted. "Angel's a 
little strange and easily he's frightened. So please rein in your 
temper and stay calm." 

"I. Am. Calm." He bit out. 

My brow raised, "If this is you calm I'd hate to see you down right 
pissed . " 

He didn't even hesitate. "You'd be dead long before you realized I 
was pissed . " 

_Damn that was cold. _ 

"Can he be trusted?" He asked, his voice softer. 

"Angel doesn't trust anyone. Except me, so yeah he can be trusted. 
He's hacker and not just any hacker, I mean the best damn hacker out 
there. Which makes him a high value target on every government 
agencies list." The belt around my upper thigh had loosened during 
the struggle earlier so I adjusted it. "He'll be able to feed us 
information while we search for Optimus and can help cover our 
tracks . " 

Sighing I settled in against the seat and rested my eyes. It would 
take at least two hours before we got to Angel ' s and catching a 
little shut eye would help me think straight. Plus it would mean no 
more talking for a short period of time. My leg hurt but the 
exhaustion was so much worse. Falling asleep while literally sitting 
in the lap of such a dangerous mech easily qualified as one of the 
stupidest things I've ever done but I wouldn't be any use to him dead 
on my feet . 

Halfway in and out of consciousness I mumbled, "D-don't leave me 
alone, okay?" 

"Fraggin' fleshbite." He growled, sounding put out rather than 
angry . 

I smiled and let the hypnotic staccato of the rain lull me into 
unconsciousness . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong><span>Sprocket ' s POV <span>** 

The human femme fell into an unconscious state beside me, prompting 
me to scan her vitals. The bullet that pierced her leg was a through 
and through but didn't damage anything that wouldn't heal on its own. 
Then again the medical profession is one that I lacked knowledge of. 
Especially when it came to organics. The way her body curled in on 
itself suggested she was in a great deal of pain, yet while she'd 
been awake she made no indication other than a few grunts that she'd 
been suffering. She'd hid it well and that was surprising considering 
some of the other fleshlings I studied. 

My optics wondered over her sleeping form and I frowned. Shaking my 
head I turned away, focusing on the road ahead of me. Back on 



Cybertron I'd been a warrior, part of the Cybertronian Elite Guard 
and a member of the Stealth Team. With a brutality and ferocity that 
couldn't be matched. I've never taken a prisoner or left an enemy 
alive but I'd done both things within the last three breems . 

The fraggin' femme was annoying and made me angry. Not just because 
she was an organic but because she confused the slag out of 
me ! 

_"D-don't leave me alone, okay?" _She said this out of fear but not 
fear of me, fear of someone else. Why did I care? Moreover why had I 
made such a snap decision to help her? Perhaps it was the mention of 
her glitch of brother that struck a chord in me. I'd had a brother 
once. Of course sometimes I forget him due to an accident but the 
times I do remember him were mostly good. Sure families fight but you 
should always be able to trust that they have your back. However this 
femme didn't have that luxury, which for some reason hacked me off 
even more. 

_Why in the pit do I give a flying frag? ! _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><span><strong>Author ' s Note: <strong> 

**Alright so this stories different from my other one. Sprocket is 
from the G1 Transformers and I kind of fell in love with the 
character and knew I had to make a story that involved him. Of course 
I also had to tweak his character to fit the story. This idea came to 
me while working on Mechanical Love and I think I like it more. The 
story takes place during Age of Extinction but with my own spin. I'll 
use most of the same cast of characters from the movie but I'll also 
be bringing back a lot of Transformers that never should've been 
killed off. I hope everyone enjoyed this first chapter. This story 
will mostly be told through Lexi but it will change from time to 
time. Also the chapter titles probably won't have anything to do with 
the chapter itself. Far From Home is a song that inspired me while I 
wrote. I greatly welcome all reviews and thank you for reading. As 
always sorry for any mistakes. I have a lot of trouble focusing on 
computer screens. Don't know if I need a disclaimer but just in case. 
I do not own Transfomers just my ideas. ** 

**P.S. a breem is equivalent to about eight earth minutes. Cybertron 

is the Transformers home world and Cybertronian ' s are Transformers. 

* * 


2 . Chapter 2 
**Adrenalize** 

"Behave . " 

The holoform holding me at the waist glared down at me. "Shut up 
femme . " 

I snorted softly, leaning my weight against him as I rang the door 
bell three times, waited ten seconds then rang it two more times. A 
muffled curse came from beyond the door and the two deadbolts slid 
back with a loud click. The door opened, a chain on the other side 



kept it from opening all the way. Angel peeked out, his dark eyes 
bypassed me and went straight to the muscle bound blonde holding me 
up. His brown eyes widened, a rabbit getting ready to run. 

"Angel?" I said softly, not wanting to spook him. 

He blinked, wide eyes tearing away from Sprocket long enough to 
realize who was standing at the door. "Lexi?" His eye's scanned me, 
pausing on the wound in my leg. "Shit." The door closed and the chain 
slid away, the door opened wide and he moved aside, allowing Sprocket 
to help me inside. 

The locks slid back into place before Angel made his way over to me. 
"Are you alright?" He asked, swallowing thickly as his eyes stayed 
riveted on the hole in my thigh. "Right. Stupid question. In the 
kitchen . " 

Sprocket was surprisingly gentle as he led me to an old folding 
chair, keeping a firm grip as he helped me into it. Once I was 
settled he quickly backed off, stepping over to the kitchen window, 
blue optics searching the area outside for any indication we'd been 
followed . 

Angel came into the kitchen, setting a med kit on the rickety folding 
table in front of me. When anxious, Angel's accent grows thick and he 
lapses back into Spanish. I'm not fluent in Spanish but you don't 
have to be bilingual to get the gist of what he was saying. Bitching 
that the only time I come see him is when I'm bleeding or in need of 
a weapon. My poor techie, nerdy friend was worried about me and 
watching him fuss about like a hen made me smile. 

"Angel?" I reached out and touched his shaking hand, the one holding 
a pair of scissors. I really didn't want to be sliced by mistake. 

He blew out a breath and stared down at me. "Why do you only come 
here when your dying or in trouble? Do I look like a damn medic?" 

I snorted softly, "No but your a damn good friend and I'm not always 
dying. We spent Christmas together?" 

He scowled, eyes narrowing as he crouched in front of me. "Because 
you needed a place to hide from your brother." With notably steadier 
hands he cut away part of the fatigue pants to get a better look. 
"Speaking of the psycho, am I to presume this is his handy 
work? " 

"Oh good, " I clenched my fists as he examined the wound, "you got my 
message . " 

His brown eye's flicked up to my face. "Yeah thanks for that by the 
way. Do you have any idea how much you freaked me out?" 

"Sorry about that but I had to be cryptic." 

Angel's gaze went from me to Sprocket. "And who's he? 

Thor?" 

Twisting in the chair I wasn't surprised to find Sprocket ignoring 
us, perpetual scowl still on his face. He kind of did look like a 
broodier rendition Thor. I glanced back at Angel, some how I doubted 



the moody mech would appreciate me outing him as an Autobot . "He's a 
friend . " 


"Friend, huh?" Angel gave me a skeptical look but didn't push the 
subject. He knew better than that. "Is he going to help you find the 
leader of the Autobot ’s?" 

I nodded. 

Sighing he pulled his glasses off his face and rubbed his eyes before 
getting to his feet. "Alright how do you wanna do this? The wound's 
not bad but its messy. If your gonna be doing a bunch of running 
which I'll assume you are then stitches will just get in the way and 
can easily be popped." 

"Fuck." I groaned and used the table to help get me to my feet. The 
chair clattered to the floor as I staggered. Sprocket moved with 
inhuman speed and grabbed my upper arm, steadying me. 

Angel and I both blinked at him in surprise. Those were some 
impressive reflexes. Angel frowned at Sprocket, suspicion radiating 
off of his wiry form. 

"Thanks." I said, noticing that Sprocket was holding Angel's gaze. 

The techie blinked first and looked away, his shoulders 
taut . 

Sprocket's blue orbs slowly slid away from the techie as if he 
thought he might still have to prove who was the more dominant of the 
two again. He blinked down at me, nodding to indicate that he'd heard 
me. When I was steady enough I let go of him, undoing the pants and 
peeling them off of my legs. I chucked them aside, leaving me in 
black boy-short panties and my black tank. The wound was no longer 
bleeding but the blood had dried and it blended with the darkening 
bruises . 

"What are you doing femme?" 

"So Thor can talk," Angel said, with a surprising amount of snark. 
However he still dodged the heated glared Sprocket shot him. Angel 
set a clean towel, alcohol, a lighter and a knife on the table. 

"We've gotta cauterize the wound." His brown eye's flicked up to my 
face. "You sure about this?" 

"No, " I gripped the edge of the table, trying to keep my weight on 
the opposite leg. Taking several calming breaths while mentally 
psyching myself out. 

Angel crouched beside me, the strong scent of the alcohol brought 
back unpleasant memories. A hand gripped my inner thigh firmly, while 
the other wiped the blood away with a towel and the cool sterilizing 
agent. My nails bit into the press-board of the table, grip so tight 
my knuckles had gone white. 

"Hey Thor-" 

"Quit calling me that you slagger!" Sprocket growled. 

Angel's brows raised, disappearing under his shaggy dark hair. 
"Slagger? What ever man just hold Lexi still for me." 



"Why?" The blonde snarled, sounding very uncomfortable with the idea 
of touching me. 

"Because its gonna hurt like a son-of-a-bitch . " I said, tersely. 

Sweat blooming across my forehead and neck. "If I recoil by mistake, 

I could end up with a knife wound to go along with the bullet hole." 
When Sprocket didn't say anything for a long minute I chanced a 
glance over my shoulder and found him scowling, apparently lost in 
his own internal debate. Jeez was the thought of touching me really 
that repulsive? Self conscious I glued my eyes back on the table and 
took a subtle sniff of my tank. Yeah I needed a shower but I didn't 
smell _that_ bad. 

Shock stole my breath and heat raced across my cheeks as the holoform 
pressed his chest against my back, reaching his hands over so that 
they held mine firmly in place. Who knew a holoform could radiate 
such heat? The hands holding mine in place were warm and felt... 
human. The position brought us intimately close, making me very aware 
of being in my underwear. I hadn't cared two seconds ago, so why did 
I care now? 

With a mental slap I recalled images of the angry thirty foot 
something mech holding me in his servo. Sprocket was not human, the 
holoform was not human but that aside he was still male. _What the 
heck is wrong with me? Snap out of it Lexi ! So what if he's a male? 
He's a male that'll squish you if he thinks you're more trouble than 
you're worth. _ 

"Don't move." Angel ordered. His voice snapped me from my thoughts 
and I glanced down at the glowing hot blade. Now that I was aware of 
it I could smell the heated metal and I forced my eye's shut. 

If Sprocket's grip hadn't been so strong I would've jumped away the 
moment the blade touched my skin. Intense pain had me shaking and 
wanting to jerk away but Sprocket held me firmly. The scent of 
burning flesh filled my nose and churned my stomach. Bile clung to 
the back of my throat but I fought to keep from vomiting. A strangled 
cry of pain tore from throat as I felt the fire a second time. The 
bullet had been a through and through meaning Angel had to close the 
entrance and the exit. Stitches would've saved me a lot of torture 
and left a smaller scar but this would allow me to keep up without 
the worry of reopening the wound. 

What felt like hours spent in hell had really only been two or three 
minutes. Angel finally pulled the knife away but the pain remained 
and probably would for some time. For several moments I just stayed 
slumped over the table, catching my breath. I groaned, eyes rolling 
back as Angel pressed a bag of ice over the burn. 

"Thor-" 

Sprocket growled low in chest and it reverberated against my back. 

I'd forgotten he was there. 

"-can you get her to the futon?" Angel asked. 

The holoform responded by straightening, the sudden lack of his body 
heat had me noticing the chill in the apartment. With all the 
computers and such, Angel had to keep the place cold. Sprocket 



wrapped an arm around my waist and helped me to the futon. He sat me 
down and Angel handed me the bag of ice and I sighed at the feel of 
it against the burn. The burn wasn't as bad as I thought it would be 
but it would still heal ugly. 

Angel disappeared down a small hall and my eyes wandered back to 
Sprocket. He scowled down at me and I assumed he was debating whether 
or not a human tagging along with him was such a good 
idea . 

"Alright, " Angel came back in the room, handing me a jar of something 
bright green, "use that as often as you can. It's aloe and it'll help 
with the pain and the scaring." 

"Thanks, " I nodded, then attempted to get to my feet but was forced 
to sit back down when a hand gripped my shoulder and gently pushed me 
back into the flat cushion. 

"And where do you think your going?" Angel asked, crossly. 

My gaze flicked to his hand still on my shoulder then up to his face. 
"Leaving? " 

Angel shook his head. "You need to rest." 

I glanced at Sprocket but dodged his gaze in favor of the less 
intimidating male. "No time." Truthfully I really could use a nap but 
I was to afraid Sprocket would leave me behind. "We have to find 
Opt imus . " 

His brown orbs flicked between me and Sprocket. The man wasn't stupid 
just skittish. "Give me a few hours to modulate a couple scramblers 
okay? It'll help keep the goon squad off your back." He turned his 
gaze up to the holoform. "That alright with you Thor?" 

Sprockets scowl deepened, blue optics fixing on me briefly before he 
gave a subtle nod. I frowned up at him, not trusting for a nanosecond 
that he wouldn't disappear if I closed my eyes. 

"Sleep." Angel said, giving my shoulder a firm squeeze. 

"Don't leave." I warned softly, no longer hesitant to meet his steely 
blues . 

His brow dipped further down and his jaw clenched. "Fraggin' femme! 
Stop ordering me around!" 

Sighing, I turned away and curled up on the futon, wedging the ice 
pack between myself and the cushion. I gritted my teeth against the 
pain caused by the applied pressure to the wound. In my periphery I 
could still see Sprockets holoform and the thought of losing the 
prick bastard bugged me. If he left there wasn't a damn thing I could 
about it. Not really anyway. Then I ' d be back to square fucking one. 
Searching for Optimus Prime was never going to be a cake walk but it 
would probably go faster with the help of an Autobot . Someone who 
could pick up on another Autobot signature. 

_Prisoner. He'd called me his prisoner. Surely he wouldn't leave me 
alon- er behind if he thought of me as his captive. _ 



><p><span><strong>Sprocket s POV <strong> 

The femmes heart beat slowly began to ease into a familiar rhythm, a 
clear indication that she had fallen into unconsciousness. The moment 
I was sure of this I headed for the door. The human had supplied me 
with valuable information and for that I was grateful but I couldn't 
protect her. It would be easier to resume the search for Optimus 
without her. 

"She'll just hunt you down again." 

I paused, glancing back at the human male. His pulse spiked and he 
stared hard at his feet, avoiding my optics. 

"She's your best chance at finding the leader of the Autobot ' s . " He 
continued, managing to rally his confidence. "I should know. Lexi 
never gives up on the people she cares about." 

My brow ridge raised at that but I ignored the human and unlocked the 
deadbolts . 

"Wait!" The human came up beside me, taking care not to get to close. 
His eye's darted back to the sleeping femme then back to me. Keeping 
his voice low he whispered, "You can't leave. I'm not able to protect 
Lexi but you can." 

My hand clenched around the door knob. _For the sake of the pit! How 
the slag did I get so deep into this scrap! If I didn't have to keep 
what I am a secret I could just call back the holoform and be done 
with this slag! I'm a fraggin' warrior not a slaggin' human! _ 

"If you leave Lexi will die-" 

I turned on the human, grabbing his throat and pressing him hard into 
the wall. His brown optics went wide in fear. I'd moved on instinct, 
completely without thought. My spark humming with rage. Why I had 
such a visceral reaction to the thought of someone killing the femme 
I'd have to worry about later. For now I wanted to understand what 
the frag this slagger had meant. 

"Start talking meat bag, " I hissed, looming over him with a readiness 
to kill. 

"I can't protect Lexi. Even if I tried there's no way I could get her 
to stay here or go into hiding. Her mind is made up and there's 
nothing in this world or the next that can change it once that 
happens. So even if you leave she'll follow you, making her an easier 
target for the men hunting her." He blink rapidly, eyes flicking back 
and forth between me and the femme. "Look at her Thor- look at 
her ! " 

My optics drifted over to the sleeping femme, noticing the tank had 
worked its way up over her belly, exposing an interesting pattern of 
bruises on her hip. She'd been through the pit only a few hours ago 
but was still willing to defy her father and help my kind. 

"Without you she doesn't stand a chance. Her father will find her and 
when he does she will wish for death. A death that won't come until 



Attinger has made her suffer for betraying him." 

I released the human and he fell against the wall, coughing as he 
caught his breath. The femmes heart beat changed and I glanced in her 
direction. She shifted, most likely disturbed by the noise but she 
settled after a moment and I returned my attention to the male. 
Placing a hand on the wall beside his face I leaned in and whispered, 
"Tell me everything you know about Harold Attinger ." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong><span>Lexi ' s POV<span>** 

"Do I have too?" I whined, staring with utter contempt at the box of 
black hair dye. I liked my red hair, it was one of the last vestiges 
of my mother. Without it all I had left was my green eyes which were 
also an echo of my mothers. These traits were all that still 

connected me to her and I loathed the idea of change. 

"Yes. Your hair gives you away. A sniper would just love how easy you 
made his job for him." Angel groused, shoving the box into my 
hands . 

He was right, of course he was right but it didn't change the fact 
that it would physically hurt me to do so. Sighing I ran a hand 
through my long red locks and grimaced. 

"Will you just hurry up already!" Sprocket snapped. 

My brow twitched in annoyance. What's crawled up his ass now? It's 
not as if we were burning daylight. I'd only slept for a couple hours 
so it was still dark. However from the moment my eyes cracked open 

he'd been on my ass about leaving, being more forceful and cranky 

than before. 

Ignoring him I walked down the hall to the bathroom and slammed the 
door for good measure. If he hadn't left while I'd been asleep then 
he wouldn't leave now. Of course I wouldn't push my luck, so I set 
the box of dye on the counter and instead pulled out a pair of 
scissors from under the sink. Cutting it while it was dry would 
possibly leave it uneven but if I waited till after I showered I'd 
probably lose my nerve. My hair has always been long, falling just 
past my breasts, surely cutting it would be enough of a change right? 
I knew I was fooling myself but I didn't care, I gripped a lock of 
hair and began to cut. 

After a tense ten minutes I was left with a short choppy bob, in fact 
I was a little proud at how well it turned out. I'd never been able 
to pull off that mussed, sexy appeal before but now I could. The 
small smile vanished from my face, it still wasn't me though. The 
woman in the mirror was a stranger. Despite my up bringing I'd been a 
pretty care free person and always looked like I belonged more in a 
library than out in a field with a sniper in my hands. But the last 
few months had noticeably change me. The things I learned can not 
simply be forgotten. I'd never be able to return to a normal life 
unless . . . 

I stared hard at my own reflection. _Unless I kill my 
father . . . 



Could I kill my father? 


_Yes. _I closed my eyes, wishing the answer would've at least left a 
bad taste in my mouth but it didn't. I'd never be able to pull the 
trigger in cold blood but now that I had someone to protect I 
could . 

_Someone to protect? _My eye's slid open and I gripped the sink, 
fighting back the wave of confusion and uncertainty. How was it 
possible that I felt so strongly for someone I just met? Someone who 
probably wouldn't even blink if I ate a bullet. And why the hell did 
my own thoughts think of protecting that cranky-asshole before my own 
brother? Kyle was a dick but he was still my baby brother. Unlike 
myself he'd trusted my father, listened to him and held onto his hate 
like it was gospel. Why he was so driven to wipe out the Autobot ' s as 
if they were Decepticon's I didn't know because before the war 
started he was never like this. We use to do everything together and 
had a great relationship despite growing up in separate homes, then 
the war began and 'poof' my father had him tied around his finger. 

But why? I didn't understand it but it left me with a question that 
twisted my guts into knots. 

If push came to shove would I be able to kill my brother? 

My hands gripped the sink so hard that they began to tremble. Even 
with a gun to my head I didn't know if I could ever bring myself to 
kill him. I loved my brother and Kyle knew this. It would leave me 
open to an attack, leave Sprocket open to an attack. The wound on my 
thigh throbbed as if I needed the reminder of what my baby brother 
was willing to do to me. 

"Fuck!" I growled. He didn't hate me but my father had him so screwed 
up that he would blindly slaughter innocence without any forethought. 
Harold Attinger tried to train me to be a mindless killing machine, 
to do his bidding without question. However he didn't foresee the 
strong Irish backbone I'd inherited from my mother. So once he 
realized I was a lost cause he started working his hooks into Kyle, 
slowly manipulating him into thinking the best way to _protect_ me 
was to contain or kill me. 

Sighing I pushed myself away from the sink, all of these dark 
thoughts left me feeling exhausted again. I peeled what remained of 
my clothes off then turned the tap to cold. The water that slid over 
my skin raised goose flesh in its wake and I shivered. It felt good 
against the burn but the rest of my body wanted to bolt. I forced 

myself to stay under the spray, watching the tinged pink water rolled 

down my legs to circle the drain. I scrubbed at the dried blood and 
dirt, determined to be clean. Shaving was trickier with the goose 
bumps but I managed. Once I was clean or at least as clean as I was 

gonna get I shut the water off and got out, grabbing a red towel that 

had seen better days. The clothes I'd worn were ruined and torn but 
considering my job- er well my old job I always kept a stash of 
clothes and other things here. 

Wrapping the towel around myself I exited the bathroom, intent on 
going into the small bedroom when the sound of muted conversation 
caught my attention. Curios I limped back down the hall to the living 
area and found Angel sitting in front of a bank of computer monitors 
with Sprocket leaning over his shoulder. Neither one seem to notice 
me as I approached, trying to figure out what had them so fascinated 



that they were practically touching and not hissing at each 
other . 


Sprocket noticed me first, blue optics flicking to me with an 
unreadable expression. He straightened as if just realizing how close 
his proximity to the other man had been and crossed his arms over his 
chest. I raised a brow at him and he mirrored me with a subtle lift 
of his own brow, before giving me a cursory glance. The frown 
depended and he turned his attention back to the screen. 

_What the hell was that look for? _Self conscious, I tightened my 
grip on the towel. Perhaps the idea of a naked human was a real turn 
off for his kind. 

"Lexi I've got some bad news," Angel said, his brown eyes large and 
unblinking behind his glass as he looked in my direction, "your 
dead . " 

Face scrunching in confusion, I leaned over his shoulder and stared 
at the pretty brunette with a mic in her hand and the fire raging 
behind her. I reached over and turned the volume up just a touch as 
the news reporter pointed to the building in question. "It has been 
confirmed that Lois Woods, Michael Bale and Lexi Burk did not survive 
the blast . " 

The color drained from my face. Michael and Lois were my neighbors, 
people who had nothing to do with my life or what I do. Michael was 
going back to school to get a better job, to prove he could take care 
of his six year old daughter, Trish. Lois was a retired accountant 
but she helped me with my taxes every year in exchange for tea and 
company. They'd both been honest to god good people who had no idea 
what I'd really done for a living but paid the price just for being 
in the same vicinity. 

"-police and the fire chief speculate that the meth lab in Mr. Bale's 
apartment is the cause of the explosion." The reporter continued, her 
eyebrows were drawn down as if upset, her soft brown eyes and serious 
expression put on a real show for the camera but her body language 
suggested that she found this exciting. Being on a death scene would 
boost her popularity and numbers. The stupid woman didn't really give 
a shit that people died or that she was reporting a lie. 

"Fuck!" My fists clenched and I jerked away from the screen. "Turn 
that bitch off." Michael loved his daughter and would've never done 
anything as stupid as meth. He'd worked to damn hard and I knew he 
would've given his left arm just to have permission to see her again. 
That man had been a father, the kind of father that put men like 
Harold Attinger to shame. He didn't deserve to die just because he 
lived right next door to me and created a convenient cover story. And 
nether did Lois, who only wanted someone to talk and gossip with 
because she was lonely. 

"Fuck, " I breathed, tears pricked the back of my eyes and I let them 
slide down my cheeks. This was my fault. This was all my fault. I 
should've known that something like this would happen. 

A hand rested on my shoulder and I stiffened at the touch. I wasn't 
the one who needed consoling. The families who's loved ones died for 
no reason deserved to be comforted. Trish was gonna grow up thinking 
her dad was a dealer and that he didn't give a ripe shit about her. 



And Lois's grand kids would miss out on her warm presence and 
infectious smile. 


I jerked away from Angel's touch and crossed my hands over my chest, 
wishing the world would stop crumbling around me. Angel gave me a 
sympathetic look and said, "It's not your fault-" 

"Fuck you!" I snapped. "Those were good people who's only crime was 
knowing me." 

Angel sighed, "Your fathers a vindictive son of a bitch, Lexi . No one 
could've predicted this." 

"I should have." Dodging both men's gazes I headed back for the room. 
I needed to get changed and get moving. 

"Lexi?" 

I paused mid-stride but did not turn to look at Angel as he 
spoke . 

"Why would your father make it appear as though you died? What does 
that accomplish? The police will stop looking for you which actually 
works in your favor." 

I'm glad they couldn't see my face because then they would've seen 
the tremor of fear. I swallowed hard, mentally slapping myself. "It 
means I'm fair game. He no longer has any interest in keeping me 
alive." The words hung in the air as I walked into the bedroom and I 
closed the door behind me. 

_They'll probably kill me on sight. _I slipped on a pair of dark 
jeans. _0r he'll have them bring me to back so he can have the 
satisfaction of plugging me himself. _The black sports bra came next, 
it was a little tight around the bust but lets face it unlike the 
movies running around in some sexy lace bra is just ridiculous. I 
finished with a black thick strap tank that zipped in the front and 
had a hood. No I wasn't trying to go goth with the black ensemble but 
lets face it black will hide the blood stains better. 

The burn throbbed almost mercilessly against the constricting fabric 
of the jeans. I'd put aloe on it and wrapped it before hand but the 
constant rub of jean against the wound was agony. Scowling I ignored 
it and grabbed the grey camo backpack from the top of the closet and 
checked its contents. It wasn't as well stocked as the GO Bag I'd 
left in the apartment but it would do. I'd stored it here about a 
year ago when things started really getting dicey. My father must 
have known on some level I'd betray him which is why he'd sent my 
brother to keep a close eye on me but it wasn't until a few days ago 
that things went south. 

Blowing out a breath, I checked the Firestars clip before tucking it 
at the small of my back. I'd need something bigger and nastier than 
the 9mm if I wanted to tango with the Cemetery Wind. I stuffed a few 
more magazines into the backpack and a few pairs of clothes before 
exiting the room. 

"Got any toys you can spare?" I asked Angel, upon reentering the 
room . 



He nodded, inclining his head towards the futon. Angel had predicted 
what I would need before I even had to ask and on the futon lay a 
standard military issue M4 Carbine and a bolt action marksman rifle, 
both with several boxes of ammo laid out beside them. 

"Man I love you." I smiled, grabbing the marksman rifle and looking 
over it with appreciation and maybe a little lust. 

"Here." Angel set down three black boxes, no bigger than a standard 
smart phone. "Those will shield an Autobot from detection." He walked 
over and handed me a burner phone and a map. "The only number in 
there is to my own burn phone. I'll do what I can from here. There's 
also- why the hell are you looking at me that way? ! " 

I blinked, unaware that I'd been staring. My mind had slipped into a 
state of nostalgia, thinking how much I really loved Angel and how 
this was probably the last time I'd see him. "Sorry," I 
muttered . 

"Whatever just stop looking at me like that. It's creepy." He said, 
rubbing the back of his head as a small flush crept up his neck. 

I snorted softly, "You really are a good friend Angel." My face 
hardened into lines of pain and regret. "I'm sorry for dragging you 
through this. Make sure covering your ass takes priority. I don't 
want to get you killed." The death of my neighbors had really rattled 
me but the thought of losing Angel was crippling. 

His eyes darted down to his feet. "Don't worry about me. Your old man 
thinks I'm dead anyway. You risked your neck to keep me from being 
discovered and killed. It's only fair I return the favor." 

With a grateful nod, I spared him the hug I wanted to give, knowing 
it would only make him even more anxious. Angel didn't do sentiment 
well. So I flipped the switch and went back to business. Grabbing the 
boxes of ammo I shoved them into the bag then shouldered it, along 
with the carbine and rifle. It's a good thing that its still dark 
otherwise I'd be attracting all sorts of attention. 

I glanced over at Sprocket who ' d remained strangely quiet this whole 
time and inclined my head towards the door. "Ready?" 

He nodded, blue optics watching me with a stoic 
expression . 

"Wait ! " 


I paused next to Angel as he rooted around in his pocket. 

"You'll need this." He said, producing one of those prepaid Visa's. 
"It's not much but it'll get you by for a short time. Your bank 
accounts and cards all have a trap n' trace so don't use them." 

I'd already known that and had destroyed them. The man fidgeted as I 
smiled fondly at him. Quickly I leaned over and gave him peck on the 
cheek before joining Sprocket by the door. "Take care Angel. Let me 
know if anything weird pops up." 


"You should've dyed your hair." He retorted softly, never even 
glancing behind him as we left. 



><p>"So do you have any idea where Optimus is?" I asked Sprocket, as 
I settled into the Hummer. "Can't you guys urn... I don't know 
<em>sense <em>one another?" 

"Optimus cut off all communication. We'd have to be close in order 
for me to sense him." His voice reverberated around the interior. The 
holoform had disappeared the moment we left the apartment, leaving me 
somewhat confused but I figured he wasn't comfortable in that 
f orm . 

I laid the weapons behind the seat, making sure they were out of 
sight. Then I slid over to the driver seat, leaving my bag in the 
passenger side. 

"What are you doing femme?" 

"If no ones in the driver seat it'll look pretty damn suspicious. I 
know its still dark but I don't want to attract unwanted attention." 

I grabbed the map and unfolded it, then dug a pen out of the bag and 
began looking over the Mexico and Texas border. "Don't worry. I won't 
touch anything, you're in control." 

He didn't say anything but I gave a little squeak of surprise when 
the seat belt slipped over my chest and buckled me in. Perhaps he 
thought of me more of an ally now and less like a prisoner. The alt 
mode eased out of the complex but stopped at the intersection. "So 
which way?" He grunted. 

The last bit of intell I'd managed to steal said that they'd found 
Optimus in Mexico but he'd escaped. The information on that failed 
mission had been weird and worded very carefully. There was a slight 
possibility that Attinger had a partner but I hadn't been able to 
discover who in time. 

"Hmm based on the last bit of data from Cemetery Wind I would've said 
the coast of Mexico but he'd given my fathers team the slip. Optimus 
may be in hiding but he also doesn't strike me as the type to run 
away. I think he's in Texas." I circled a few rural towns along the 
border and coast. A lot of what I do is based on learning people and 
getting to understand how they think. I've never met Optimus but I 
knew he was incredibly smart and resourceful. He'd also been wounded 
in that ambush in Mexico so I doubted he'd made it to Louisiana or 
Oklahoma . 

With my eyes still on the map I made a blind grab for the backpack, 
my hand sliding along the leather seat until I found it. The Hummer 
started forward suddenly, forcing me to drop the map and grip the 
wheel. I raised a brow and glanced at the sophisticated console, 
thinking that the blue read out screen was how he watched me. "You 
okay ? " 

"Fine, " he grunted. 

Again my brow raised but this time at his snappish tone. What the 
hell had I done now? Probably nothing. The guy had weird swings in 
mood but at least they were getting predictable. Compared to the 
other Autobot ' s I'd read up on this one apparently ran hot. Always 



quick to anger and snappy come backs, perhaps he'd needed a few more 
hugs rather than training on how to kill. However that wasn't really 
a fair assessment since I never personally conversed with another 
bot . 

Keeping my own snarky retort to myself, I returned my attention to 
the bag and grabbed one of the black boxes. Leaning forward I set it 
on the dash and flipped the little switch on the side. I don't know 
what I was expecting, maybe a flash of light or a soft hum, something 
to let me know it was working but the box made no indication that it 
was doing anything at all. But I trusted Angel if he said it would 
make Sprocket undetectable then it would. 

The Autobot remained silent as he headed in the direction I'd 
indicated. My eye's returned to the map and I continued circling 
possible towns to check. Lets face it though it was mostly guess work 
and instinct since I didn't personally know the leader of the 
Autobot 's. What I did know was that Optimus Prime was an alpha, just 
like Sprocket was an Alpha only the difference was that Optimus was 
born to lead. He'd stay closest to what was familiar, where he 
believed his Autobot ' s were hiding. He would want to find who was 
hunting them and put a stop to it. So Texas seemed like the logical 
choice . 

"What kind of work did you do for Attinger?" 

The question was so out of the blue that it took me a second to 
respond. Licking my lips, I kept my eyes focused on the map not 
liking where this conversation would lead. 

"Tracking." I said shortly, hoping he'd leave it at that. But of 
course he didn't. 

"Tracking?" He went quiet for a beat then continued, his tone low and 
accusing. "You tracked Autobot ' s for him? You hunted us?!" 

"No." I snapped, lowering the map to glower at the console. "I mean 
that's what he wanted me to do but I never did." 

"But you did work for him?" 

"Yes." I glanced out the window, remembering darker times. "Even when 
I was very young I had a knack for finding things. Attinger soon 
realized that my skill could be honed and trained. No one in his 
circle knew he had an illegitimate daughter so he used it to his 
advantage. The CIA have their hands tied when it comes to operating 
within the U.S. but of course Attinger is very good at twisting the 
rules. When he needed someone found that was my job, along with the 
occasional recon mission. Once he realized that I'd gotten good 
enough to out fox even him, he tried to bring me into the fold and 
for a short time I let him but only so I could divulge more 
information . " 

"Did you kill for him?" 

"Yes." I said truthfully. "But I got out before he could use my skill 
to hunt your kind." I licked my suddenly dry lips. "I never killed 
unless I was sure they were guilty. Angel never deserved a bullet, 
he'd never hurt anyone but he'd become a nuisance to the CIA and 
other government types. So I helped him fake his death and kept a 



protective eye on him." 

It grew quiet and I didn't like it. Sprocket seemed to be more 
willing to talk to me now so I pressed my luck. "What about you? I 
mean whats your designation or duty?" 

"A warrior. My only job is to slaughter Decepticon scum and send them 
screaming back to the pit." 

"Is that all you've ever done?" I frowned. Here I thought my life was 
fucked up. If all he's ever known is war and violence his attitude 
sure as hell made a lot more sense. 

"Femme," he sighed, sounding more put out than angry. 

"Lexi, " I admonished softly. Constantly being called femme was 
grating on my nerves. 

He grunted. "Femme." 

"Seriously." I groaned, rolling my eyes. Then blinked in surprise 
when the prickly bot suddenly chuckled, leaving me stupefied. A deep, 
masculine sound that vibrated the seat and left a warm tingling 
sensation in my chest like taking a shot of whiskey. The chuckled cut 
off quickly as if he hadn't meant to do it in the first place. But 
now that I'd heard it I was determined to hear it again. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Twenty three or some ungodly hours later we crossed over the 
border into Texas and found a whole lot of cows but no bots. I'm 
patient, I wouldn't be good at my job if I wasn't but the fear of 
going in the completely wrong direction nagged at me. Sprocket was 
putting a lot of faith in my ability to find his leader. It was 
nerve-fucking-wracking. Plus I'd always worked solo so having a 
partner or jailer -depending on the mechs mood- meant I ' d be failing 
someone other than myself. <p> 

The drive for the most part was quiet. Not necessarily uncomfortable 
since I'm use to being alone but for whatever reason it bugged me 
now. I'd made the mistake of trying to pry more into the mechs life 
and he'd shut me out. It was strange that it bothered me more when 
this Autobot went quiet than when he was spitting verbal barbs. 
Occasionally the silence broke when talking about which way to go and 
the occasional stop to look around but that was it. I never thought 
silence could be such torture. 

The phone in my pocket buzzed, startling me. I dug it out of my back 
pocket and didn't even hesitate to pick it up. 

"Yo. Lexi?" Angel's voice came through the speaker and I relaxed, 
unaware that I'd even tensed. 

"Angel? Tell me you've got something good?" I pulled the pen from 
behind my ear and placed it against my open left palm. Didn't think 
to bring sticky notes. 

"So I've set up a trap n' trace on that government hot line that 
people are urged to call in case of an alien sighting and came across 
something interesting. A call just came in from a young woman named 



Tessa Yeager. Her father bought a semi that she's claiming is an 
actual Transformer." 

"Did you say a semi?!" My heart sped up and I stared into the blue 
glow of the console. 

"Yeah. Is that what your looking for-" 

"Angel what's the address?! Where is the Semi now?!" 

Angel immediately prattled off the address and I couldn't believe the 
damn luck. "Angel you're a fucking saint!" I shouted, then quickly 
gave Sprocket the address. 

_Holy shit I'd been right! Fuck yeah I'm good! _ 

"Angel keep monitoring that hot line and the local Paris, Texas PD 
line as well if you can. If we know then Cemetery Wind knows. And if 
this is a really an Autobot then that family is in danger." 

_But not just any Transformer. The Transformer! _There was only one 
Autobot who's alt mode was a semi. 

"Got it. Call you back if I can get more info. I'll see if I can't 
hack into the GPS of one the vehicles Cemetery Wind is 
using . " 

"Don't do anything dangerous Angel." I said firmly. 

"No hablo ingles." He hung up. The little shit. 

Growling I tucked the phone away, heart practically bouncing off my 
rib cage. "How fast can you get us there?" 

"Daybreak. That's some gut instinct you've got femme." 

_Daybreak. That's still a few precious hours away. _ 

"Instinct won't matter if Attinger's team gets there first." My eyes 
slid back down and I stared into the blue glow of the console. "I 
think we might have just found Optimus." 

Sprocket poured on the speed. And I hoped like hell that staying on 
the back roads would keep us off of anyone's radar. Attinger's team 
would swoop in fast but I doubted they were as close as we 
were . 

_Kyle will be with them. _ 

Dread settled like a lead weight on my chest and I knew this was 
going to end ugly. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em><strong>Authors Note: Shout out to Tenjp, Knoni, and angel897 
thank you all for your reviews. Your kind words really helped 
motivate this chapter. Hope everyone enjoyed the update! Next chapter 
starts to get into the meat of AOE . Hopefully everyone's seen the 
movie because I hate spoiling it. The movie of course will be edited 
to fit my story but there will still be spoilers. The title for this 



chapter was 'Adrenalize' which helped inspire my writing for this 
chapter. As always I do not own Transformers but I wish I did! 
<strong>_ 


_**P.S. I apologize for mistakes. I'll continue to work on my writing 
skills. **_ 


End 
f ile . 



